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LJPON his pipe, oh, hear the poet wind 
His festive rumtytumbia, 
Only to own up that he cannot find 
A good rhyme for “Columbia.” 
* * x 
¢¢LJOW OFTEN do you have a revolution down here?” sarcastically 
asked The Greater New Yorker. “About as often,” replied the 
Brazilian, who had been in the United States, ‘as you tear up your streets 
in New York.” 





* o* * 


LJ PON the rolling hills 'tis “ Fore!” 
The very ponies whinny. 
How different from the days of yore, 
When it was only “Shinney !” 
ae 


YELLow JOURNALISM is fully ten times as yellow as it is or can be 
painted. It is yellower than a yellow dog eating an omelette on an 
aureated rug in front of the saffron flames of a yellow pine fire. The yel- 
low dime-novel of the past was so tame in spirit compared with the yellow 
journal, whose yellowness the newsboys yell far and near, that in compari- 
son it is as a snow-white dove of purity and innocence perched beside 
the buzzard of unsavory battlc seld fame. 
* * * 
‘THE yellow sheet is fading now, 
With all its mad infernalism. 
It’s been black-balled, 
And now 'tis called 
The sere and yellow journalism. 


THE MOSQUITO WAR. 


HE MOSQUITO WAR that has been so fiercely waged since the 
vernal zephyr came upon the scene with borax on its wings, last May, 
is now, so to speak, petering out temporarily and preparing to go to the 
dry-dock for a general scraping and tuning up. All hostilities have ceased 
until next year, by which time it is believed by the astute mosquitodlogist 
that it will break forth with much more than its accustomed vigor. The 
mosquitoes are now retiring from the scene for a long-needed rest, and to 
cease their subtle discoursing of moonlight melodies to give Italian opera 
an opportunity to assert itself. In the meantime they are honing their 
bills and undergoing a general re-orchestration, with a view to making 
themselves felt before again the tar-balls bill and coo. The mosquito, de- 
spite the war that has been waged against him, has kept up his musical 
exercises, and has never lost a minute of the time that he sets apart for 
running the scales. And now he delights, not only in serenade effects, but 
in martial strains, to such an extent that he—that is, his metropolitan 
brother that buzzes, bites and has his being in the various city parks, has 
learned “The Wearing of the Green,” ‘The Harp That Once Through 
Tara’s Halls,” and other Irish melodies, until the policeman and the ward 
politician have become so fond of his strains that in some quarters he is re- 
garded as a sort of Tammany nightingale that, after the manner of his 
Oriental namesake, flits beneath the stars and warbles long and fondly to 
the Rose of the Kitchen, as if he, in the language of the Epicurean, con- 
sidered her sweet enough to eat. The war between man and the mosquito 
has been fought on land and water, and although it now looks very much 
like a draw, both sides claim the victory. The mosquitoes are learning, it 
is said, that kerosene-oil is a fine thing for limbering themselves up with, 
as well as for causing their rheumatism to dissolve and melt away like the 
overcoat in the restaurant, from which you unrivet your eye long enough 
to cast a glance casually athwart the steak which you order only for the 
wrist and bicep development you get out of it in the effort at cutting. It 
is said that the mosquito considers kerosene-oil an acquired taste, and that 
when he sees it cast upon the waters he plunges into the same for a Roman 
bath, and follows up this refreshing recreation by sitting on his haunches 
and enjoying at his leisure the iridescent prospect and in dwelling fondly 
on the mutable tonality and general effect of the ensemble with all his 
poetic power of appreciation. And still he is a fighter that comes off the 
reservation of the cat-tailed swamp in the cat-hymned watches of the 
night, and without the assistance of a firefly for a searchlight falls to and 
lays on with all the wild, impassioned vigor of his seething, pent-up soul. 
He can duck, dodge and side-step with rare skill, and when it comes to 
jabbing and calculating distances, he is an adept whose tactics in this line 
might be profitably followed by the human that fights him. Now that the 
war has stopped for necessary rest and refreshments, the mosquito will 
join the moth, the iceman, the bee, and the ball-player to revise the rules 
and regulations for next year. One of the strangest, if not the strangest, 
feature of this war is that it has created no wealthy sutlers. There have 
been no privates transformed into major-generals, that might come upon 
the scene shining and twinkling in their polished gold and jingling and 
jangling in their accoutrements, to claim a pension or to lay claim to and 
contend for the nomination for mayor of Greater New York. Surely it is 
singular that a war could have gone on so long without producing a hero 
after whom a five-cent cigar or a celluloid collar could be named, to say 
nothing of a candidate who, in a race for the mayoralty nomination, might 
make the most formidable aspirant look like the proverbial seven cents of 
our ever flowery and picturesque vernacular. 





A HYBRID’S HARANGUE. 
THE RED FOX—"* Mercy! of all the specimens of my race, you are the freakiest.” 
THE FREAK FOX—‘‘ It’s not my fault. Rather than be an old maid, my ma married a raccoon, and I'm the result.” 
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Judge’s Funny Stories by Serious People, and Vice Versa. 
TILDEN’S “BLUE SEAL.” 


By Henry Watterson, Editor Louisville Courier-Journad. 


‘TRE Presidential campaigns of 1840, of 
1860, and of 1876 outclass all other cy- 
cles of American politics in distinctive 
character. Each abounded in ‘the 
picturesque both of incident and 
of individuality. Each, as the 
saying hath it, was fought -out 
“from eend to eend.” “ Tippe- 
canoe and Tyler, too” in the 
first, and “‘ Honest Old Abe”’ in 
the second, were scarcely more 
potent as cues to enthusiasm—as 
shibboleths of battle — than was 
“ Tilden and Reform”’ in the last ; 
nor had Harrison, the Indian fighter, 
and Lincoln, the rail-splitter, person- 
alities more unique and attractive than 
the quaint old bachelor of Gramercy Park, 
MEMRY WATTERSON. who had reached and ‘passed his sixtieth 
birthday before attaining a position of 
national importance, or acquiring any general reputation outside his own 
profession. He was a philosopher, an idealist, and a millionaire—many 
times over, as the sequel showed, a millionaire — and a most charming old 
gentleman. 








* * * 7 * * * * * 


Indiana was the storm-centre. In those days there was an October 
vote—a State election—a month in advance of the National election. Both 
parties made this their objective point. The party that carried the first 
election was likely to carry the second. The electoral votes of Indiana 
and New York, with those of the Solid South, gave the Democrats the 
Electoral College. We were sure of New York. We were sure of the 
Solid South. Indiana was the “ missing ingredient.” 


* * * * + * * + * 


About the middle of September I was called to Indianapolis by the 
Chairman of the Democratic State Committee. Three weeks later the 
October State election would be held. Money was indispensable—not cor- 
ruption money; money for banners and bonfires, for demonstrations and 
processions, for barbecues and orators. The Republicans seemed to have 
plenty. The Democrats had exhausted their local resources, and unless 
they could get help of the National Committee the leaders felt that they 
were lost. I had a pocket full of railway annuals, a duster, and a straw 
hat, and I took the midnight train for New York. If I expected to get the 
wherewithal and return by the next train—and my present memory is that 
this was about the size of it—I reckoned without my host, decidedly. 

Governor Tilden came down from Albany. He, Mr. Hewitt, then 
Chairman of the National Committee, Mr. Edward Cooper, and myself 
had a number of conferences extending from Thursday to Saturday. Time 
was becoming precious. 

Saturday afternoon the Governor took me back into the famous bay- 
window overlooking the garden of the house in Gramercy Fark. Said he, 
“IT have some money. I am not afraid to spend it. But don’t you think 
it a little unusual to expect so much of the candidate ?” 

“ No, Governor,” I promptly replied; “I do not. On the representa- 
tion that money would not be wanting we got the nomination.” 

He took three lengths of the room, came back into the little vestibule 
connecting with the library, that served also for a dining-room, where 
Hewitt and Cooper were anxiously waiting, and in a peculiar voice of his, 
half peremptory and half querulous, he said : 

“How much do you require ?” 

“Sixty thousand dollars,” I said. 

“You don't want it all at once?” said he 

“No; twenty thousand next Monday, twenty thousand the Monday 
after, and twenty thousand the Monday before the October vote.” 

“ Will you take it ?” 

“No.” 

“ Why ?” 

‘Because I have nothing to do with it. I am here to tell you the 
facts. I am not a money-handler. Of course I won’t have anything else 
to do with it.” 

“ How will Barnum do?” 

“ Splendid !” 

Barnum was in Indianapolis the next Monday morning. It will be 
recalled that later on he was authorized to draw for “seven more mules.” 
We carried the October vote, “ hands down,” and likewise the November 
vote. But my tribulation was by no means over. The Governor had uses 


for me in New York. In vain I plead my own affairs. In vain I plead 
imperative speaking appointments. He would take no excuses, From 
the warm days of September into the cool days of October he detained 
me—kept me busy, too. He had a number of hats and overcoats, and I 
had appropriated a hat and an overcoat as the weather changed. Finally 
he consented to let me go. The last night I came into the cozy old library- 
dining-room and found him alone with Manton Marble. 

“Governor,” said I, “ you have treated me worse than a poor relation. 
You have kept me here three weeks on your own business, You have 
loaned me an old overcoat and an old hat. If you had had the least style 
about you, you would have presented me with new ones. I leave these 
with Louis.”” (Louis was the valet.) 

“Oh, don’t do that!” he exclaimed. “Wear them home and send 
them back by the sleeping-car porter. ‘Those Pullman porters are per- 
fectly reliable.” 

“Governor Tilden,” said I sternly and with reproach in every accent, 
‘when I get on the train I shall not need them. When I get home I shall 
find my own. But I'll tell you what I'll do. If you will send down for a 
bottle of that ‘blue seal’ for Marble and me I'll call the whole account 
square,” 

He was a dear old man as ever lived. He loved his friends to take 
liberties with his hospitality. David, the butler, the most imposing person 
then resident in or near Gramercy Park, was standing at the side-board. 

“ Why, certainly,” said Mr. Tilden, and turning to the butler he added, 
“David, go down and bring Mr. Watterson a bottle of the blue seal.” 

David, who knew his business, hesitated. 

“ Henry,” said Mr. Tilden, “ do you know that I consider that Stein- 
berger Cabinet.as every bit as good as the blue seal? Sometimes I think 
it better. But you can have whichever you please.”’ 

I answered that, if I might have my choice, I would take the “ blue 
seal.” The result was that we had both ; first the blue seal Johannisberger 
and then the Steinberger Cabinet ; and I am bound to allow that there was 
precious little difference between them; both the rarest of German winés 
and the best. The Governor, Manton Marble and I, sat for an hour, or 
more, over these two bottles, and had a deal of friendly talk. The Govern- 
or in particular glowed under the influence of the fragrance, and Marble, 
the most agreeable of men, was in his best mood. We were “ three of a 
kind.” At last, in a moment of self-confidence and exuberance Marble 
said : 

“And, Governor, what are we— Watterson and I—to get when you 
come to your kingdom ?” 

I shall never forget—for | happened to look directly at him—the ex- 
pression that came over the face of our delightful ‘“‘ Uncle Samuel.’ He 
was a little flushed by the wine. His bright eyes were a trifle brighter. 
With a half humorous, half sly expression—an affectation with him in both 
cases, for his was a tragical and an open nature—he said with great deliber- 
ation and epigrammative stress, “‘ You boys don’t want any offices. They 
would do you more harm than good. What you really want is big in- 
fluence with the administration.” 

To me at the moment what he said had no significance. I was a 
young fellow, a member of Congress for an emergency who could not 
afford to stay in public life. My own world in a sling, | was not dreaming 
of office. The bottles were empty. We passed to the corridor. The old 
gentleman went with us and saw us out. As he closed the door, Marble 
said to me: 

“Watterson, did you hear what that old devil said ?” 

“ No,” I answered, innocently ; ‘‘ what about ?” 

“Why, about no office, but big influence with his administration. 
Do you know that Mr. Tilden meant every word of that ?” 


* * * + * * * * * 


It was too good to keep. After all was over; after the turbulency of 
the succeeding Congress ; after the Electoral Commission; after the Ex- 
clusion, the funny incident recurred to me, and during some moments of 
effusion and confidence it escaped me. And, somehow, it got to the ears 
of Governor Tilden. And one evening at dinner at Greystone, with a 
party of friends, among whom I remember John Bigelow and Andrew 
Green — both now still living in honored old age, God bless them ! — the 
Governor turned to me and said: “ Tell us the story of the blue seal.” 
And, as here related, I told it. 
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THE LOVER’S WORLD. 
WEET Mabel left the world awhile 
To rove by stream and croft, 
Where woodlands dream and meadows smile 
And mountains tower aloft. 


She did not leave the world. I err: 
(I’m watching for her train) 

She took the world away. with her 
And—brings it back again. 


MADELINE S. BRIDGES. 


A SAD COMMENTARY. 


Jaggles —“ | noticethat many of our 
millionaires claim that they don’t know 
how to do good with their money.” 

Waggles —“1 guess that’s true. It 
they had been accustomed to doing good 
they would not be millionaires.” 





BICYCLING TERM. 











A WISE MAN ‘A paced race.” 
Townley— Halloa, Smithson! Back ; 
Photo. by Schloss from your vacation. You have been away Coat to the white duck trousers, on the freshly painted seat — 
JUDGE'S FAVORITES. only a week.” “ Now you are up against it. 
ADELINA RAFFETTO, Smithson— | have only a fortnight ; 
The Tragic Muse is like a summer storm, and I need the other week to rest up in 
That may on some idyllic vale descend, 
Its loveliness in terror to transform, before I go 7 
And unto sweetness, transient fury lend. § 
That vaiiey calm and beautiful thou art— back to 


May tempests rage but rarely in thy heart! 


work. 


INTELLECTUAL ROLLING-STOCK. 


kAcH man has got his train of thought, 
And so ’tis fixed by fate 
The Philadelphian’s you will find 
Is principally freight. 


The Wall Street man a Flyer has, 
And then we see instead 
The chappies’ train of thought no doubt 
Must be the Limited. 
MC LANDBURGH WILSON, 


IN A NUTSHELL, ; SAL. 
* ° & io 
Mrs. Cobwigger—* | see the women are agitat- . \R , f : — 
. y ” * .\ eS a . 4 ha | 
ing for a law of ‘ No seat, no fare. Sa ew ’ Nah Wee? Pye 2 
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Cobwigger—As a pretty woman is never al- SS ah / Ch DP es 
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lowed to stand, it seems to be rather a question of ss A SS Sm 
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No fair, no seat. 7 
COMMENTS. 


THE FIRST WOMAN. 


Grace—* Isn't Miss Sickgirl a pretty invalid ?” 
Alice—* Yes, she looks very well when ill.” 
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NoOAH— My gosh, w-what’s the m-matter, my dear ?” 
Mrs. NoAn—** Oh! oh! put them mice overboard or I go ashore ”’ 
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ANOTHER STORY. 
PorT—** I have a little poem here ehtitled, ‘ Is life worth living ? ” 
OrFicE Boy—*‘ Well, if yer want ter find out ‘is death worth dying,’ walk right in.” 
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THE VALUE OF A STATESMAN. 





OOKS are not always to be counted for ot 
against a man,” said a certain Representa- 
tive in Congress, whose appearance is cer- 
tainly against him, though he has been able 
very largely to get the better of his handi- 
cap and attain to more than ordinary Con- 
gressional distinction. “I recall an instance 
in my own career, after I had served my 
first term. I was out stirring up the back 
districts for a re-election, and one day, on my 
way to a speech-making appointment, I stopped 
at a mountain farm-house to get dinner. The 
lady of the house was a talkative kind of a soul, 
and we chatted along very pleasantly as I ate. 
At last I told her who I was. 

“« Oh,’ she said, ‘ you air a Congressman, 
air you ?’ 

“*] have that honor, madam,’ I re- 
sponded, bowing over my plate of pork. 

‘“«* Where do you work?’ 




















































































“« The legislative part of it is done in 
Washington City.’ 

““* What kind of wages do you git ?’ 

“«* Five thousand dollars a year salary, madam.’ 

“*Five thousand dollars a year?’ she ejaculated. 
‘Why, this whole farm ain’t wuth more’n a thousand.’ 

““«T presume not,’ I said, not knowing exactly how to 
interpret her astonishment. 

“* And do you mean to tell me that you git five 
thousand dollars a year?’ she asked, with a somewhat 
unpleasant emphasis on the ‘ you.’ 

“*] certainly do, madam,’ I assured her; and she 
went out, leaving the door ajar—inadvertently, I am 
sure, for she went on talking to some one in the 
kitchen, and I could hear her. 

“«* What do you think, Mariar?’ she said. ‘ That 
man in there eatin’ tells me he gits five thousand 
dollars a year fer bein’ a Congressman.’ 

“*T reckon that’s all right,’ responded the 
unseen Maria, ‘fer I’ve heerd my husband say 
that that wuz what they got reg’ler.’ 

““* Well, mebbe they do,’ said my hostess 
in conclusive tones ; ‘ but ef they pay that man 
in there any setch wages as them, all I’ve got 
to say is that the man that hires Congress- 
men don’t know his business.’ ” 


WILLIAM J. LAMPTON, 


THE PROBABLE PLACE. 


Mary—* Where did the Blowers 
spend the summer?” 

Jane—“ It’s hard to tell, Mr. 
Blower says they went to Newport, 
Mrs. Blower says they were at 
Narragansett, while Clara says 
they were at Bar Harbor; so I 
judge they spent the summer 
on Staten Island.” 








IN A RES- 
TAURANT. 
Patron-——‘‘Is 
this horse -rad- 
ish purely vege- 
table?” 
Watter— 
“Yes, sali: an’ 
it’s guaranteed 
to be absolutely 
horseless.” 


USUALLY 
SO. 

Sportsman 
—‘“Is the hunt- 
ing good here- 
abouts ?”’ 

Native— 
“Yep; the hunt- 


‘ AN ETERNAL VOW. 
in’’s better nor 


ee EpitH—‘‘ I suppose he swore to love you ‘till the earth grows old and the stars grow cold,’ and all that?” 
the findin’.” ErHEL—‘‘ Oh, longer, He swore to love me till that Chinese indemnity was paid.” 
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AUNTIE QUESTIONS. 


ID I kiss Jennie, ‘auntie, 
dear? 
You saw me? Then I did, I 
fear. 
But Jennie possibly may know; 
Suppose we ask her if it’s so. 
Quite like I did—quite like, 


and yet— 

Careless, indeed, to thus for- 
get— 

Since there's a yet should one 
be chid 

For what one doesn’t know one 
did? 

Besides, "twas very much in 
air; 

We heard your step upon the 
stair. 


And just a little touch and go 

Like that, it doesn’t count, you 
know. 

And can you justly be severe? 

7 hadn't seen her for a year, 

While you, who see her every 
day, 

Are just as wicked that same 
way. 

‘*I'm not her mother?” That 
I know, 

Nor would I change the statu 
quo ; 

But if you'll pardon, lo, I swear 

Henceforth and ever to be- 
ware; 

To listen with more careful ear, 

And be more distant when 
you're fear, 

If often near when we are two, 

Instead of Jennie I'll kiss you. 

Less wrong in this, since aunt- 
ies are 

Of closer kin than cousins, far ; 

And then a cousin Jennie 'll be, 

Once—just that once—removed 
from me. JOHN PAUL, 


SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER—“* Now, Reuben, if your father had a hundred sheep, and ninety and nine were safe in the fold, and one was missing upon the 

















A STANDING JOKE. 


Mrs. NEWLYWED—“* What did you do with those cigars I bought you last birthday ?” 
Mr. NEwLywep—“ Oh, I’m saving them up for a few of my dearest friends.” 


Mrs. NEWLYWED—“ Till when?” 


Mr. NEWLYWED—“* The first of April.” 
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DRASTIC MEASURES. 


bleak hillside, what would he do?” 


RrunEN—"* He'd say, 


* Towser, go find that dod-blasted, geramighty sheep an’ chaw th’ tail off’n it!’” 


REFLECTIONS OF A 
SPINSTER. 


SECRECY is what love 
best thrives upon. 

Men admire perfection 
but do not love it. 

No woman ever became 
wholly bad without the aid 
of some man. 

In the art of love-making 
a coquette appeals only to the 
vanity of men. 

In love woman is braver 
than man, but her friendship 
is far less daring. 

A man who has once 
been a woman's lover can 
never become her friend. ° 

There never was but one 
courtship in which deceit did 
not enter—that of Adam and 
Eve. 

A wife, to be happy. 
should always remain some- 
what of a mystery to her 
husband. 


A woman does not love 


a man who always flatters, 
and she hates the one who 
never does. 

When a man grows old 
and his vices leave him, he 
tells people he is through 
sowing his wild oats. 

If one woman particular- 
ly dislikes another, she usu- 
ally refers to her as that 
“charming Miss So-and-So,” 

A woman is never jeal- 
ous of a man’s attentions to 
other women so long as he 
openly shows his preference 


for her. VADA AGNEW. 
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THE ELEPHANT—“‘ Stinging-bug 


on my back, eh ?—— reach. (Szish /) 
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+eyou ought to 
wear glass- 
es,” said Mrs. Bang- 
erly to her husband, 
who insists that the 
reason he cannot 
read as well now as 
he formerly could 
is owing entirely to 
the fact that the 
type in the news- 
papers is not so 
good as it used 
to be. 
“TI don’t see 
why,” he contended. 
“Simply  be- 
cause you need 
them. A man of 
your age, Mr. Bang- 
erly, ever since the 
beginning, has 
needed glasses to 
read with, if for no 
other reason.” 
“You haven't 
any proof of it,”’ ar- 
gued Mr. Bangerly, 
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——Thunder! just out of tail- 











SECOND NATURE. 
An irresistible movement of hands on reading the poster. 
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A FORE-AND-AFT FATALITY—HOW AN ELEPHANT FOLLOWED UP ONE ‘‘BLOW” WITH ANOTHER, 


—Gee! just out of smiting-reach 
of my trunk,,too. Let me think, (Poof /) 


There he goes !—— 
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EXPENSE NO OBJECT. 


Mrs. O’TooLE—“ Terry, phwat th’ divil hov yez there?” 
Mr. O’TooLE—“‘ Shure, didn’t me brother Larry tell me Oi'd be nadin’ a couple av dommynos fer us fer th 
mashkvraid-ball to-noight? Th’ felly in th’ shtore wuddin't sell me two, so Oi got th’ whole box, me darlint.” 


who is given to 
“jollying” his 
wife. “Noah 
was pretty old, 
and he didn’t 
wear glasses.” 

“He had 
them just the 
same,” she said. 

“You can’t 
prove that, ei- 
ther,” he said, 
rather more tri- 
umphantly than 
before. 

“Why can't 
1?” she retorted. 
“ The Bible says 
he took a pair 
of everything on 
earth into the 
ark with him, 
and, of course, 
that ,would in- 
clude a pair of 
glasses, would- 
n't it?” 

“ Um—er,” 
hemmed and 
hawed Mr. 
Bangerly, and 
moved over 
where the light 
was stronger. 




















——Spat !” 


AS A GENER- 
AL THING, 


AN epicure can- 

not make a 
square meal out of 
a round steak. 


IN THE SUB- 
URBS. 

Smith—“I 
have just taken the 
telephone out of my 
house.” 

Jones—* What 
for?” 

Smith—* To 
keep the tradesmen 
from dunning me 
on it.” 


NATURALLY. 
City boarder- 
“Do you Pasteur- 
ize your milk?” 
Farmer Corn- 
tassel —* Well, I 
reckon so. All the 
cows run in that 
pasture yonder.” 








SUCH IS LIFE. 





Mrs, Wasp—“‘ Oh, of course ! Just as soon as I get the clothes 


hung out to dry it’s bound to rain again.” 
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AUTUMN FASHION NOTES. 
RAINS are still run after by sub- 
urbans. 
Gilt-edged stocks are pre- 





ferred. 

Divorce suits for court wear 
are being aired abroad. 

Knobby effects in black and 
blue are displayed by cyclists. 

Cheques, the larger the bet- 
ter, are constantly in-demand. 

Chestnut will be popular for 
street wear after the fall open- 
ings. 

Many foreign importations, 
= = no matter how severely cut, are 

disposed to cling as closely as ever. 

The summer resort bow so much sought after 

during the season will shortly be superseded by the 
clerical tie. 

Numerous smart wraps are encountered on the 
links; in combination with ruffled tempers they are 
particularly stunning. 

Imported bands in irregular groups continue to 
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Mr. Mouse—‘‘ Great cats! but this is bum cheese these people are feeding us with lately. Why, 
I wouldn’t make a Welsh rabbit out of this stuff !” 
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FORWARD AND BACK. 


But two months in the city, looking up at high 
buildings, made a different man of him. 


Digging potatoes and other hard work caused Uncle 
Henry to ‘‘hump over jest awful,” as the town-folks said. 
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BETTER STILL. 
ATHERTON — *‘ Helen said she wouldn't have 
Jack for a minute.” 
MILTON ( Jack's rival)—*' True ; but she might 
have him for a husband,” 


decorate many of the 
fashionable out-skirts ; 
they are, however, too 
loud in tone to be 
pleasing. 

At Madame Blank’s 
reception the other 
evening the coiffure 
adornment of a famous 
literary lady was a ver- 
itable poem; it ccn- 
sisted of several quills 
and a few read leaves 
to which was attached 
a long and graceful 


nom de plume. 
JENNIE BETTS HARTSWICK, 


BAD FORM. 

Cholly —** Dickey 
was wun over and 
killed by a cable-car, 
don't you know.” 

Willy —““What 
horrid bad form ! Every 
body knows the proper 
thing now is for your 
auto to blow up with 
you.” 





























AUTUMN. 


AvezUE= days hev got around, 


Leaves are gold an’ red ; 


Apples gethered frum the trees, 


Punkins in the shed. 


Cider drippin’ frum the cheese 


Sweet an’ red an’ clear ; 


Nuts spread o’er the garret floor— 


Autumn days are here. 


Autumn days hev got around, 


Jack Frost takes a-hold ; 


Fires a-blazin’ on the hearth, 


Evenin's growin’ cold. 


Quiltin’ time an’ huskin’ bees, 


Farmin’ tools at rest ; 


Apples, popcorns, cider, games— 


Autumn nights are best. 
JOE CONE. 


TAKING TIME BY THE 


FORELOCK., 


Richmond —“ Have you bought 
) g 


your winter supply of coal yet ?” 


Bronxborough —“ Long ago. I'm 


laying in a stock of ice for next sum- 
mer now.” 
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A DISOBLIGING PERSON. 
UNCLE HI (who is somewhat near-sighted, to clothing dummy)—‘ Well, 
you needn't be so stuck up, jest because you own a clothing store, I've ast you 
eight times to tell me where Broadway is, an’ if you were a gentleman you'd 


tell me. 
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SWEET CLOSED LIPS. 
Her hands are folded. Ah, how sweet, 
How gentle, she appears—how mild! 
She seems to have the meekness of 
A tender little child. 


I do not hear her voice; I hear 
No sweet, soft echoes of her laugh. 
Her lips are closed, but not for long— 
She’s sitting for her photograph. 
—Chicago Record-Herald., 





Dr. 
troubles. Why wear out your throat by incessant 
coughing, when this reliable remedy can be bought 
for only 25 cents a bottle? 


Few of us need hope for luck equal to that 
of the Sharon man who found seven hundred 
dollars his grandfather had hid in a barn. Most 
of us have no barns. And of the few who have 
barns hardly any have grandfathers. And none 
of the grandfathers had seven hundred dollars. 
And they wouldn't have left it for their de- 
scendants, anyway.— Buffalo Express. 


As an appetizer and general tonic, mix quar- 
ter wine-glass Dr. Siegert’s Angostura Bitters, 
till with iced water, add teaspoonful sugar. 


She—‘* You never come to call on me any 
more.” He—‘‘ I’m afraid.” Shke—‘* Oh, the 
dog is kept chained now.” AHe—‘‘ Yes, but 
your father ’s not.” — Yonkers Statesman, 


Little drops of water, 
Little grains of sand, 

Make the milk and sugar 
Sold throughout the land. 
—Catholic . Standard and wd Times. 


acker’s 
Tar Soap 


is pure, mild, invigorating and 

antiseptic. It soothes while 

cleansing, and for more than a 

quarter of a century has been 
The Standard 


For the Hair and Skin 


_The Packer Mfg. C Co., 81-83 Fulton St., 


ED. PINAUDS 


New York. 


















EAY DE QUIN: 

HAIR TONIC <“ 
THE BEST HAIR _ RESTORER 
A POSITIVE DANDRUFF CURE 


hair aressing for every person of refinement 
on sn EVERYWHERE 

ED. Ups. IMPORTATION OFF: 
ao Fast Ge Geek i New Sark 


$250 REWARD 


tor information leading to the conviction of any 
ler having refilled empty bottles of ED. PI- 
A UD’S world-renowned 


Eau de Quinine Hair Tonic, 


‘dulterating and tampering in any shape or form 

with the original contents of the same. 

\ny communication relative to the detection of 
h frauds will be treated in strict confidence. 


PUTNEY, TWOMBLY & PUTNEY, 
Attorneys, 


or 





Bull’s Cough Syrup cures all throat 


‘* Politeness is never wasted,” remarked the | 
man of Chesterfieldian manners. ‘* Well, mis- | 
ter,” answered the weather-beaten person, ‘‘ that | 
may be true in your part o town; but if you 
was in the canal-boat business you’d know that 
there ain’t any use whatever o sayin’ ‘ please’ 
to a mule.”"— Washington Star. 


‘** Have you covered that story thoroughly ?” 
inquired the city editor of. the yellow journal, 
** Yes,” replied the new reporter ; ‘I've got all 
the facts in the case.” “ But have you got the 
news, that’s the question ?”—Catholic Stand- 
ard and Times. 


The vigor and force imparted by the use of 
Abbott's, the Original Angostura Bitters, makes 
work a recreation, Get the genuine. Drug- 
gists and grocers. 


‘*T suppose,” said the inquisitive tourist, 
‘* that the wealth of this country is in the soil.” 
‘*T reckon it is,” replied the poor farmer. ‘I 
don’t know anybody hereabouts that ever got 
any out of it, so I reckon it’s still thar.” —PAi/- 
adelphia Press. 


‘*Ah, professor!” exclaimed the conceited 
young man condescendingly, ‘‘I wish I knew 
as much as you do.” ‘* You would know more 
than I,” replied the shrewd professor, who un- 
derstood this young man, ‘‘if you only knew 
as much as you think you know.”—Catholic 
Standard and Times, 








A BOTTLE 


off EVANS’ 
ALE 


Lhe Prime 
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Human Loup, ness 





Brewed for past 115 


years by 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, 


udson, N. Y. 
















When 





you play with 


Bicycle 
Playing 
Cards 


. You hold GOOD CARDS. 
‘‘Card Games and How to Play Them” a 
120 page book mailed for six flap ends 
from Bicycle boxes, or five 2c. stamps. 


Dept. 26, THE U. S. PLayinG CARD Co., 
Cincinnati, O. 
















rand . 
Paris, 1900. 













Sold by Dealers 
from Greenland 
to Australia. 


Goddess of Liberty 
trade-mark ace 
on every pack. 





is so durable 
and satisfactory. 





Paine’s Trays make Duplicate Whist menjeyatie.. —Booklet free. 
| Bill—‘*T understand Gayboy i is one of the 
| best-known men in your town.” /z//—‘‘ Why, 
he’s so well known that he has to go out of 
town to borrow money.”—Ba/timore World. 





THE “SOHMER” HEADS THE 
LIST OF THE HIGHEST 
GRADE PIANOS. 


SOHMER 
PIANO 


Sohmer Building, 
5th Ave., cor. 22d St. 


Only Salesroom 
in Greater New 
York. 








115 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 








JvneRr’s LIRRARY is full of pure fun. No politics. 10c. 


| life insurance. 











FEMININE FINANCIERING. 

He—‘* You owe me ten kisses. Pay up! 
She—** Explain, sir!" He—‘*I won em. You 
know very well 1 wagered a dozen gloves 
against ten kisses and won. I” She— 
“Oe. but kisses, you know " He (firmly) 

** Kisses should be paid just as religiously as 
any other debt.’ 








the same as a note?” He—'‘* Yes." She—** Or 
a cheque?” He—‘* Yes.’ She—** Or—or a— 
draft?” He—*' Certainly.” She—‘' Then, you 


poor fellow! I'll give you a draft on mamma.” 
—San Francisco Bulletin. 





**Mr. Gallent, you are something of a stu- 
dent of human nature,’ ” began Miss Bewchus 
coyly. ‘Ah! but now,” he interrupted, flash- 
ing his bold, black eyes upon her, **I am a 
divinity student."—Philadelphia Press. 


Redd—** Would you call him a golf enthusi- 
ast?” Greene—‘* Hardly. I understand he has 
only one golf-suit.”— Yonkers Statesman, 


She (thoughtfully)—* Just | 





RACE OF THE AUSTRALIAN-LONDON 
MAIL 
is graphically described in No. 11, New York 
Central’s *‘ Four-Track Series.” Every person 
interested in the growth of our commerce should 


| read it. 


Sent free on receipt of two-cent stamp by 
General Passenger Agent, New York Central, 
New York. 





‘*Supposing I give you your supper,” said 
the tired-looking woman, ‘‘ what will you do to 
earn it?” ‘‘ Madam,” said Meandering Mike, 
**T’'ll give you de opportunity uv seein’ a man 
go t’roo a whole meal widout findin’ fault wid 
a single t'ing.”” The woman thought a minute, 
and then told him to come in and she'd set the 
table.— Washington Star. 


A woman's love for her husband causes her 
forever to suspect him. Her love for her son 
makes her forever believe in him.—Chicago 
Recora- Herald. 














JOHN F. DRYDEN, 
President. 


Fill out this slip and send to us 


Without committing myself to any 
action, I shall be glad to receive, free, 
particulars and rates of ENDOW- 
MENT policies. 




















Young Men 


You are advised to 


Investigate Endowment Life Insurance 


It enables you to save money regularly. 
are absolutely certain of full returns for the 
money invested. Those dependent upon you 
are certain of protection in event of your death. 


The Prudential 


Insurance Company of America 
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You | 


Home Office, 
NEWARK, N. J. 














EARL & WILSON. S 


COLLARS CUFFS & SHIRTS 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 
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To be zs fixed for life” 
more so to be “ fixed for death.” 
no temporal way for the latter better than 


is desirable: — 
There is 


Consult the 
Penn Mutua Lire, 


921-3-5 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia. 











suspender 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDER 


has a principle of its own. Refuse 

imitations. If it has** President” 

on the buckles it’s genuine. Trim- 

mings can not rust. Sold every- 

where, 50 cents, or by mail. 

©, A. EDGARTON MFG, CO, 
Box 272, Shirley, Mass. 




















FLAMMARION 


OPERA and FIELD GLASSES— Gold Mede), Paris,1900 


Made under the pétronage of the famous Astronomer. 


Faultiess construction, 


power. From $5.00 up. 


See that the nome “Flammarion” is on each glass 





Two Stores 104 B.23-st 


125 waacese New York 











“BEGINS RIGHT, ENDS RIGHT, IS RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE—NEW YORK CENTRAL, 











i M o n t h F R E E ! | J tr Say hae pci 3 = 
But woman, with persistent care, 


66 ” Must have the size she used to wear. 
THE “LITTLE WONDER —Chicago Record-Herald, 


Despondency gives place to buoyant spirits 
when your wornout system is re-inforced by | 


Abbott’s, the Original Angostura Bitters. At 


druggists and grocers. 
L | G H I S ‘*Our cook didn’t break a dish while she 
FOR 


lived with us; but we had to buy new ones 
when she left.” ‘‘ How was that?” ‘‘ Oh, 
we think that every time any of her friends 


visited her she gave them souvenirs.” — Detroit 
e Free Press. 


Every Piano bought of Sohmer & Co. will be 
found strictly as represented, and warranted. 


FALL and WINTER 


Underwear 
For Men, Women and Children. 
Best English and French Manufacture. 
Hosiery. 


Women’s Cotton, Wool and Silk Hose, 
Plain Colors, Emb’d Fronts, etc. 
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Men’s Cotton and Cashmere Socks, 
Fancy Stripe, Plain and Emb'd Fronts. 


Women’s Shetland Wool, Hand-knit Spencers. 


Costs 1-3 cent Golf Hose. 
per hour. Buoadooay A 19th se 


No installation required. Total cost, 


.80. Self- f h -car- 
ben gue from punciine wat; diames| bme New lesue of 


f ° ° 
as well without globe or glassware ot Judge's Library. 





any kind. Simple, handy, guaranteed 
5 years. Certificate with each light. 
Have met all insurance requirements 
for safety —all gasoline lamps have failed 
in this. 

It is time for light at 5:30 o’clock 
these fall, winter and spring evenings, 
and wecan make your store the bright- 
est feature of your street, at the same 
time saving you more than half (prob- 
ably saving two-thirds) your present | 
cost of lighting. 

Made especially for stores—light too 
powerful for homes—and unequaled for 
churches, halls, cafes, billiard-rooms, | 
etc. Try this light and you will un- 
doubtedly adopt it. We take all chances 
of your experiment. We prepay ex- 
press. You risk nothing. Rare chance 
for agents; it sells itself with little | 
trouble. 


Our Conditions. 


We make one stipulation in this offer. While 
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Established 1823. | 


WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


That's All! 


THE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 
Baltimore, Md. 
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THE CURIOSITY GONE, i 


MANAGER (dug circus) —‘* Heavens! I guess its all over with the circus this season. 
There goes a bird with our ‘ one and only’ fat worm.” 











we send one light on trial, express prepaid, we ee ye - 
do so only to parties with stores large enough to “OS A ie aa alas ae. | 
require at least three lights for entire equipment.| |= - . 
We want orders large enough to pay us under ig published everywhere September 20th. 
Send for book, postpaid, free, giving full de- YOU CAN’T PAIL TO MISS IT! 
tailed descriptions. Address 








TURNER BRASS WORKS,| » eer 


111 E. KINZIE ST., CHICAGO. A DOLLAR RATE BOOK FREE 


Largest American manufacturers in general , VERTISERS. 
b ea We will send postpaid, entirely with- 
rass 5 out charge to any business house that is 
interested in the subject of advertising, 
a copy of a bound volume we have re- 





NEW VORK THEATRES. cently issued entitled “Current Rates 
of Live Publications,” giving list of 
leading towns throughout U. §.. popu- 











B’way & 8345t., lations, principal papers, circulations 
Manhattan The atre New York, and publisher’s rates for advertising 
space on small and large contracts. 
Regular price of this volume is $l.—we 
will send free on request. 
and her Company fn Fu LFORD, 
OF T PAINTER 
MIRANDA 2&i.c38v ~ = 
Every Evening at 8:15. Saturday Matinee at 2. | ADVERTISING AGENTS " 
N.W. Cor, Wabash Ave. and Randolph St. 





You will get more prompt attention and better service CHICAGO, ILL. 


by mentioning JuDex when answering advertisements, | 








| A High-class Satirical Monthly. 


| Illustrated by the best-known artists and caricaturists, and 
contributed to by our brightest writers. 


A MAGAZINE OF SOCIETY, 


the first edition of which was completely sold out three days after 
publication. 
QUALITY is sold by all first-class booksellers, and is to be 


found at your hotel or at all important railway stations. 


PRICE, 10 CENTS PER COPY. 
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WILLIAMS sx 
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SOLD EVERYWHERE 


ms’ Shaving Stick, - = 25¢. 
a Shaving Soap, (Round or Square), 10c. 
Luxury Shaving Tablet, - . = 25¢. 
Swiss Violet Shaving Cream, = - 
Williams’ Shaving Soap (Barbers’), 6 Round 
Cakes, 1 1b., 40¢, Exquisite also for toilet. 


) ’ Shaving Tablet for 2c. stamp 
(Trial Size) Williams “ 8 Stick ‘“* 10c. “* 


The only firm in the world making a specialty 
vf of SHAVING Soaps 





THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Ct. 


LONDON PARIS DRESDEN SYDNEY 








A fine eighty-mile-an-hour engraving of the 
Empire State Express is now on sale at all the 
post-offices in the country for the modest sum 
of two cents. This train goes to every town 
in the United States every day and travels in 
all directions, at the same time going up hill, 
down hill and around all sorts of sharp curves, 
without losing its balance. It never stands still 
but rolls right along, bearing declarations of 
love, dividends, intelligence of crops, accounts 
of political conventions, announcements of 
Prospective mother-in-law visits, and everything 
else that savors of and reeks with human in- 
terest, with a view to making life worth living. 

It flies along so fast that it makes a picket- 
fence look like a fog-bank, while the cows in 
any pasture seem to be fused into one great 
broad-gauge cow. First go over the New York 
Central to Buffalo on this great train, and see 
how the landscape looks on the way, and then 
buy a copy of the two-cent stamp and see how 
the same train looks to the man who roosts on 
the rail-fence to see it go whirling by. 


“You,” said the angry customer to the clerk, 
“said that this cloth was fast color, and it 
faded out within two weeks after it was made 
up.” ‘‘ Well, madam,” replied the clerk, ‘*I 


| don’t think you ought to have expected it to 


fade any faster than that.” —Pittsburg Chroni- 


cle- Telegraph. 








BE EHIGH VALLEY RAILROAD 


DIRECT ROUTE to tHe PAN“-AMERICAN EXPOSITION 
$9.00 round trip day coach tickets from New York on sale Tuesday and Thursday of each week good 5 days 








MORPHINE! 


£ASVY HOME CURE, PAINLESS, PERMANENT. We wil) scnd anyone addicted to OPIUM. 
MORPHINE LACDANUM or apy other drug habit, a PRiat TREATMENT FREE OF CHARGE. of the 
most remarkabie remedy ever discovered Containing GReat Vital PRINCIPLE heretofore un- 


known 
PHYSICIANS 


REFRACTORY CaSES solicited Confidential! correspondence invited from ail, especially 
ST JAMES SOCIETY SUITE 664, 1181 BROADWAY NEW YORK. 





To POSTER COLLECTORS. 


The two handsome posters in colors, | 


recently issued by the publishers of 


JUDGE 


and 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY 


(Size of each poster, 13 x 20 inches), 


will be sent to poster collectors on receipt of a 


remittance of TEN CENTS in stamps. 


— = “MS 


THIS PRICE IS FOR THE PAIR. 


= —_ = = 





Address 


Judge Company, 


10 FIFTH AVENUE, 


NEW YORK. 


Twice the Worth for Your Money 


Common beer can be brewed for 
half the cost of Schlitz; yet your deal- 


er gets as much for one as the other. 


He will give you what you want if 
you insist; but if you don’t care, you 


will likely get a kind that pays better. 


This is how we double the cost: 


First,in materials. The 
barley and hops are the 
best that money can buy. 


Second, in maintain- 
ing cleanliness. 

Third, in cooling the 
beer in plate glass rooms 
in filtered air. 

Fourth, in filtering the 
product; then sterilizing 
every bottle after it is 
sealed. 


These things are done 
toinsure absolute purity; 
to keep out the germs, 
and kill those that get in. 

Fifth, inaging the beer 
in refrigerating rooms 
for months ee it is 
marketed. 


It is beerthat lacksage 
that ferments on your 
stomach, which causes 
biliousness. 


The result is healthfulness; and it 
costs you nota penny extra. The fact 


that we pay for it 


shows how impor- 


tant we know it to be. 


THE BEER 

THAT MADE 

MILWAUKEE 
FAMOUS 


You'll get twice the 
worth for your money 
if you ask for Schlitz. 

Ask for the Brewery Bottling. 


d. L. STACK 




















Mr., Mrs., and Master Jones as they ap- 
pear now. 


Mr., Mrs., and Master Jones as they may 
appear in the near future. 


(The sandal craze may be the beginning of a great change in the matter of dress.] 

















ou do drink, drink Tr; 












‘** A cheerful glass, a pretty lass, 
A friend sincere and true ; 
Blooming health, good store of wealth, 
Attend on me and you,” 
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Phila. & f 
ESTABLISHED 1793. 
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Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 
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Creeniio—s 


POSTPONING 
** Whad’s de mattah ?” 
** W’'y, me an’ Jim foun’ dis chicking, an’ we wuz shakin’ dice fo’ him, an’ jes’ as I t’rowed 
de blamed rooster et de dice.” 


HIS EXECUTION. 





The * ZIM” Collection 


OF ORIGINAL WATER-COLOR REPRODUCTIONS OF SKETCHES BY « ZIM.” 
Price, $3.00 per Set of Eight Pictures. 


‘*Zim’’ has been characterized as the Mark Twain of picturedom. His figures, while 
always broadly comic and sometimes grotesquely exaggerated, are nevertheless truly artistic 
caricatures of actual types, selected with fine humorous discrimination. 

The pictures in this collection were done specially for it, and have never been published in 
any other form, The elaborate color-work, reproduced in fac-simile by the famous French 
process, shows ‘‘ Zim” in several of his happiest moods, Each individual figure of the set 
brings brightness and color to the wall, wherever it may be hung. 

The edition is limited to 2,000 sets. 

The collection consists of eight of the very best examples of Mr. Zimmerman’s work, repro- 
duced in six colors by the original process, all handsomely mounted ready for immediate fram- 
ing. The size of each picture, exclusive of the mounting, is 11 x 14 inches. 
purposes they cannot be surpassed. 

The price of the ‘‘Zim”’ collection is $3.00 per set of eight pictures, or the pictures can be 
obtained singly at 50 cents each, 


Fo, decorative 


THE AUTOMOBILE 


-WEE! Americano! b-z-z-z! 
Him say him owtobeel. 
No sabe him—not understand 
Him move him grande wheel. 
Him spik lik chew-chew ingin, 
Him vamoose mucha quick. 
Me scared all same infirma— 
All same lik vera sick. 


THE PHILIPPINES. 


Americano mucha smart; 
Him make him owtobeel. 
No cara horse, no cara whip— 
Me tink him bueno feel. 
‘* Git out the way!” Si, sefior, si! 
Me vamoose mucha quick. 
Me scared all same infirma, 
Ail same lik mucha sick. 
ROBERT V. CARR, 





A HARD-WATER YARN. 


. “ FIND it pretty hard work,’ I said as 

I stepped out of the flat-bottomed 
boat, “to row this thing along, although it 
is not very heavy.” 

“It ain’t the boat,’ replied the owner, 
from whom | had hired it; “it is the water 
what makes it. You see, some water ’s 
thicker ’n others, an’ the thicker it is the 
harder it is to pull through it. Now, I've 
seed water out onto a certing western lake 
what was so thick an’ heavy sometimes that 
wild ducks what lit onto it broke their legs 
tryin’ to swim. They couldn’t get out of it 
to save their lives, an’ whenever we seed 
them in this fix we'd go an’ grab them by 
the heads an’ pry them out with a oar.” 

“That must have been pretty thick, 
hard water,” I ventured to remark while the 
old man was clearing his throat. 

“Thick!” he said; “thick! Well, I 
should say it was thick. Why, you could 
pick up a handful of it an’ throw it up like 
a ball an’ ketch it comin’ down. Why, I've 
seed fishes a-layin’ on top of it, tryin’ to take 
a sun-bath, an’ just when they was a-sun- 
nin’ theirselves nice an’ warm something 
would startle them, an’ they'd have to bur- 
I 
have often stood at the stern of the boat an’ 
dug them up while they was a-tryin’ to es- 
cape.” 


rer like rabbits to get down under it. 


“What! dig up water like dirt?” I} 


asked in dismay. 

“Yes, dig up water like dirt,” he per- 
sisted. ‘‘ You could dig post-holes in that 
water, an’ the holes would stay there long 
enough to give you a show to build a dock. 
I remember once, when I was out in my 


flat-bottomed boat, a hard wind came up, 


an’ it was so hard that it began to make the 
boat move along, an’ [ wanted her to stand 
still. I hadn't no anchor with me, so what 
do you think I did ?”’ 

“I can’t imagine,” I replied. 

“Of course you can’t, so I'll tell you. 


: : ’ | 
I took a big nail out of my pocket an’ drove | 


it down through the bottom of the boat 
right about at the middle. Yes, sir; I nailed 
that boat right down to the water, an’ the 
first thing | knew the wind began a-blowin’ 


| her around, fer she was on a pivot. Roun 

| an’ round | went, an’ never moved a inch for- 
ward or backward, until I got so tired of 
that I had to pull the nail up an’ go ahead. 
While I was a-rattlin’ around, a fish that | 
had pulled out of the water with a pair « 
tongs jumped out of the boat an’ landed on 
his tail, an’ stood in that there position 
a-gaspin’ fer wind. By a most awful effort 
he flopped his tail out an’ turned a somer- 
sault, an’ landed right onto his tail again. 
Then, somehow or other, instead of gettin’ 
out of breath, he got his second wind, which 
is mighty uncommon fer a fish, fer I never 
knowed one to get it before; an’ he ran 
somersaultin’ away until the wind sort of 
flopped a wave over onto him, so’s he could 
swim. Then the wind got a-blowin’ higher 
an’ higher an’ harder an’ harder, an’ all that 
blamed thick, tough water was blowed up 
into high waves. Just before it got a-blow- 
in’ so hard a flock of wild ducks lit on the 
water what was a-bein’ blowed into waves 
of all sizes. The next mornin’, when I went 
out, there wasn’t no wind anywheres around; 
but what do you think? The waves was all 
there, just as solid as if the lake had been 
plowed up an’ was all full of furrers; an’ 
right along on top of the highest one them 
wild ducks was a-sittin’ like a lot of clothes- 
pins, laughin’ fit to kill theirselves, but sta- 
tionary an’ unable to get off, an’ I just sent 
| my water-spaniel out after them” 

“How in the world could he swim 
when the water was so thick and solid?” | 
asked. 

“Swim, swim ?” repeated the old man 
contemptuously. “ He didn’t swim at all— 
he ran along on the water, an’ he had to 
stick his claws in to keep hisself from slip- 
pin’, an’ just then” 

“Absalom!” shrieked a feminine voice 
| from within the shanty, “ won't you never 
| get through talkin’ an’ split them kind- 
| lin’s ?” 

And Absalom excused himself, and I 
wandered back to the hotel to marvel at the 
wonders of the hard, thick water on which 
Absalom had also told me people used to 
| spread the weekly wash to dry. 




















JUDGE COMPANY, I10 Fifth Ave., New York.’ 





APPRECIATION AND SORROW. 


HE EDITOR of the states-prison organ, Zhe Star of Hope, bursts forth in a glowing 
avalanche of words, in which he speaks of the many wonders of the Pan-Am., and 
dwells poetically and philosophically on its varied beauties while sauntering among its 
shrines and temples, and not looking unwisely but too well upon the valuables thereunto 
attached. He drifts in spirit over the Venetian lagoon, whose bosom dips and dimples in 
a spray of machine-made moonlight that would fool the oldest tomcat on the fence. In 
an imaginary gondola he discourses nocturne and sonata on the guitar of his flowery 
fancy with all the impassioned fervor that can be commanded on a diet whose choicest 
pearl is the fish-ball. His soul surges with a melody that is, so to speak, paced by the 
andante of the stone-hammer and the adagio of the sewing-machine. All of which fills 
his soul with a sorrow that broods and gnaws, and causes him to realize that, no matter 
how fine a eulogy he has pronounced upon the Fair, he cannot give the New York Cen- 
tral’s frisky potentate an opportunity to feel the eighteen-karat rapture that is his when, 
in response to a request from the worthy, he hands out the mystic pasteboard that 
whirls the glad recipient to Buffalo in less time than it takes a woman to change her 
gown or her mind. 
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Whiskey 


IT 
TASTES 
OLD 
BECAUSE 
IT IS 
OLD. 


CAHN, BELT & C0., 


BALTIMORE, MD. 








.. 








«A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
—Medical Press (London), Aug., 1899. 


MARTELL'S 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS and RESTAURANTS. 


A Perfect Form 


Send for the “* Standard Chart of Physic- 
al Culture.” Hangit on the wall of your 
bed-chamber. Itshows by carefully pre- 
pared illustrations and instructions how 
to develop your body to the ideal of 
perfection. Sent for 10 cents in stamps 
or silver. State sex. 


6th Avenue School of Physical Culture, 
Dept. No. 2, 114 Tifth Ave., New York. 








Associated Pelvic and 
Retlex Nervous diseases 
cured to stay cured. 
Interesting book, fully illustrated, 
and _ professional opinion, sent 
F = to those who describe 
their case fully and enclose ten 
cents to prepay sealed postage. 


D, D. RICHARDSON, M.D., 125 Michigan Ave., Chicago 


“QUALITY.” 


WwW!" BARKER CO. TROY,NY. 











PLANTATION PHI- 
LOSOPHY. 


Lub leads toe truf. 
—A lost opportunity 
nebbah finds hits way 
back. — Saints ain’t 
made by prudish sin- 
ners.— De greates’ 
cowards kick de dead 
lion mos’ heartily.— 
Brilliant sayin's ain't 
allus moral ones.—A 
quiet mule am bettah 
dan a balky hoss.—De 
peanut politician is in 
it fer de rake-off.—De 
debbil ain't nebbah 
goin’ outer politics. — 
Dar’s mo’ or less poler- 
tics in a jug ob licker. 
—Hit’s agin a cander- 
date toe dress up toe 
fine. — Readiness in 
Criticism means ignor- 
ance ob de task.— 
Saints who carve fo’ 
demselbs am sho’ toe 







Try a 


“Lipton” High Ball 


Made of . 










Finest Matured Old 


frish Whiskey 


Bottled by LIPTON, Ltd., 
DUBLIN anv LONDON. 


Sele Agents U. S. 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., 








29 Broadway, N. Y., Hartford, Conn. 




















'dat when wah does 





cut dher fingers.— 
Steeper de hill yo’ ah 
climbin’ de wider de 
view from de top.— 
In time ob peace dey 
spen’ so much money 
gettin’ ready fo’ wah 


come dey hab to tax 
you ter death ter keep 
it up.—Nobody sputes 
what's wrote on a 
tombstone. De dead 
man knows yo’ ain't 
gwine to call him a 
liar.—Dis ain’t de wust 
worl’ in de country. 
Ez long ez I been a 
livin’ I ain’t never see 
a bettah one.—Dis am 
a good hearted worl’; 
but its heart am mostly 
so fur fum its pocket- 
book dat dey wouldn't 
know one n’er ef dey 
met.—Arkansaw 
Thomas Cat, 


PERFECT 
FITTING 


YPSILANTI 


HEALTH 
UNDERWEAR 


AT HAY 
BEST & 
DEALERS TOND 
SEND MFG. CO. 
FOR YPSILANTI, 
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PUTTING THE 


I shouldn't have thought it possible !” 


MOTHER (co/d/y)—‘* May I ask why ?” 


HE (seeing his error, and striving to rectify ii}—’* Oh — er —I was forgetting 


what a long time ago that must have been !” 


= 





OTHER FOOT IN IT. 


MOTHER—“‘ Ethel is. the very image of what I was at her age.” 
HE—“* Really! 











box. 





NEN S& 
LU coll eurES 
WW. ARE THE BEST 

> BUY THEM. 








| 

| 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, | 

PAPER WAREHOUSE, 
Nos. 32, 34, and 36 Bleecker Street, 

Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York. 

ALL K&NDS OF PAPER MADE 'TO ORDER, 





ROMEIKE'S Press Cutting Bureau will sen 
you all newspaper clippings whic 





May appear avout you, your friends, or any subject on 
Which you want to be“ up to date.” Ever newspape! 
aud periodical of {mportance in the United States and 
urope is searched for your notices. HENEY ROMRIKE, 
110 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


BEST and MOST 
ECONOMICAL 33c 
COFFEE GROWN. - 
Requires Only TWO- 
THIRDS the regular quan- 
tity. Always packed in 1-lb. 
trade-mark red bags. 

ood Coffees rac. and 15. 

Good Teas 30c. and 35c. 

For special terms address 
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The Great American Tea Co., 
gi & 33 Vesey St., New York 
r Box 289. 


thing else. 


hicago or 


Do it today. 


CANDY CATHARTIC 


WORK WHILE YOU SLEEP 


When you ask for Cascarets, don’t let the dealer substitute some- 


ample and booklet free. 
ew York. 


ny By, Pee, Mee ey Me Be Me S a Se Se Sg, Ore Mee Tey Pe Me, S Ba; De, Ge, Qe Sa Ga “Ke Me © 


Millions Use 


CASCARETS. Surprising, isn’t it, that within three years our 
sales are over 5,000,000 boxes a year? 
rets do good for so many others, that we urge you to try just a 10c 
Don’t put it off ! 


That proves merit. 





There is nothing else as good as Cascarets, and if you 
are not pleased we pay your money back. 10ce, 25c, 50c, all drug- 


Address Sterling Remedy Co., 


Best for the Bowels 


Casca- 
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PRESS OF FLESS & RID@E PxINTING Co., FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


Opium habits per- 


BOOKLET. MICH. 
manently cured at 
home. No loss of time 


MORP te i N é from business—no re- 


lapses. Free sample and book (in plain sealed envelope). 
Describe case. DR. PURDY, Room 4, Binz Building, 
Houston, Texas. 


! OoSiCuarleriy 


/ saree ti (i 


~~ ¥ -_ 








Strike up the band, heve comes a sailor ! 
QUARTERLY ‘s out, none heartier or haler. 


Yachtsmen and landsmen, good fellows galore, 


Join in the jollity! Jackie's ashore. 


Judge Quarterly No. 40 
IS READY! 


You’ll find it everywhere at 
«25 CENTS PER.” 


LOOD 
POISON 


Primary, Secondary or Tertiary Blood Poison 
Permanently Cured. You can be treated at home under 
same guaranty. If you have taken mercury, lodide potash, 
and still have aches and pains, Mucus Patches in Mouth, 
Sore Throat, Pimples, Copper Colored Spots, Ulcers on 
any part of the body, Hair or Eyebrows falling out. write 


COOK REMEDY CO. 


1480 Masonic Temple, Chicago, Ill., for proofs of cures 
Capital, $500,000. We solicit the most obstinate caser. 
We have cured the worst cases in 15 to 35 days. 100-pare 


Book Free. 
Write DR. J. L. STEPHENS CO., 


OPIUM: 1.2. Lebanon, Ohio. 
All kinds kept in stock 


BLANK BOOK and made to order by 


FINDLER & WIBEL, 
121 Nassau Street, New York. 








and Liquor Habit cured in 10 
to 20 days. Nopay till cured. 






You will get more prompt attention and better service 
by mentioning JupeE when answering advertisements. 
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A GRATEFUL CHANGE. 


’ HING—‘‘ How would you like a little hashed Belgian hare ?’’ : , bos ie 
5 ay: eee Vawstly, Mum ! Vawstly! It would be a great relief after eating Irish and Swede’s hair in me hash fer so many years ! 



































COPYRIGHT 1901 BY JUDGE COMPANY OF NEW YORK. FATHER’S ADVICE. Sackett & Wilhelms Litho & Ptg Co. New York 
Mr. FINNIGAN—“‘ Phwat’s thot yez do be paintin’ ?”’ 
Miss ANNABELLE FINNIGAN—‘‘Cupid, Pa! The God of Love, ye know!” 


Mr. FINNIGAN—“ Fer th’ Love of Heaven, put a R-raglan an him! He luks like a golf caddy!” 








